ROME EXPRESS

ventured into the Coliseum by moonlight feeling it was the
proper thing to do, and met among the shadows a short man
with a pointed beard whom he had little trouble in identify-
ing as Hall Caine, author of The Eternal City. The chieftain
of best-sellers greeted him with the embarrassing query,
" A fellow-Briton, I believe ? " and on his admitting the
offence, enquired very civilly his errand in Rome and his
profession. Bennett had to plead guilty to writing various
tales of the Five Towns in the English Black Country of
which his host had at least heard, for after a meditative
silence he said, " Wonderful, is it not, that here we should
meet, two authors known throughout the world, among
these monuments, in this eternal city ". The last phrase, said
Bennett, seemed almost involuntarily to escape him : per-
haps it was a gesture from a major to a minor best-seller,
I hope this tale is not too malicious to be retold, for it seems
to me as entertaining as that of one of the richest bookmakers
of the English Turf, who had always spent his holidays at
Monte Carlo until a friend asked him, " Sam, why do you
always come to Monte ? Why don't you try some other
spot like Rome ? " After this Sam was absent from the
tables for a while ; but when he returned and was asked,
" Well, Sam, how did you like Rome ? " he answered,
" You can have Rome ! "
After such piecemeal glances at the Roman scene, it
would be an affectation to ignore the tremendous panorama
of Vatican City as it reveals itself to a man walking through
the gateway nearest the Tiber and following a narrow street
to St. Peter's. I was already overawed by a procession of
young Irish candidates for the priesthood, looking otherwise
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